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Merrill, I am worried about my eyes ; they have been

giving me a lot of trouble lately. I had to do a lot

of cramming for my exams just before I came up

here, and the unusual strain is beginning to tell.

I think you had better get somebody in my place.

You and the entire town have been very good to

me and I don't want to impose further on your

generosity. Let's call it quits. Perhaps next sum-

mer"

—

"Nothing doing, Jimmy, the town would never

forgive me if I listened to such a rash proposal.

First thing in the morning you and I drive over to

Frye and see Dr. Dunham, who is the best eye man
in Maine. He will fix you in a jiffy."

"Yes, he will fix me right," thought Topsy, and

aloud, "I'll tell you what I'll do, Mr. Merrill, if it is

agreeable to you. If you can spare me for a week I

will run down to Boston and have the family doctor

look me over. I haven't the slightest doubt of Dr.

Dunham's ability, but Dr. Jones knows my condition

intimately. I'm sure it's the best thing to do. Per-

haps the team will do much better without me."

"All right," agreed Mr. Merrill, "provided you

promise me to come back."

"Fred, I will give you my word as a college gentle-

man, I will be back, and if I don't play some real

ball I won't take a penny."

As they neared the hotel, Topsy felt something

being gently inserted in the top pocket of his coat,

but he was too intently gazing out the window to

take any notice of it. He could very well find out

later. On his return to his room, Topsy lost no time

in fishing out a crumpled, $100 bill.

"Let me think," mused the unblushing Topsy, as

he prepared himself for bed, "if I remember cor-

rectly, my old side-kick, Joe Peevost, is pitching for

Portland. What could be finer than a week with

Joe? On my return I will be sporting a pair of tor-

toise-shell cheaters equipped with the latest cut in

window glass as lens. And now for the best sleep

I've had in ten days."

(To be concluded)


